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I suppose we are getting gradually over our hemi-
spherical provincialism, which allowed a set of monks
to pull their hoods over our eyes and tell us there was
no meaning in any religious symbolism but our own.
If I am mistaken about this advance I am very glad to
print the young man's somewhat out-spoken lines to help
us in that direction.

WIND-CLOUDS AND STAR-DRIFTS.

VI.

The time is racked with birth-pangs ; every hour
Brings forth some gasping truth, and truth new-born
Looks a misshapen and untimely growth,
The terror of the household and its shame,
A monster coiling in its nurse's lap
That some would strangle, some would only starve 5
But still it breathes, and passed from hand to hand.
And suckled at a hundred half-clad breasts,
Comes slowly to its stature and its form,
Calms the rough ridges of its dragon-scales,
Changes to shining locks its snaky hair,
And moves transfigured into .angel guise,
Welcomed by all that cursed its hour of birth,
And folded in the same encircling arms
That cast it like a serpent from their hold 1

If thou would'st live in honor, die in peace,
Have the fine words the marble-workers learn
To carve so well, upon thy funeral-stone,
And earn a fair obituary, dressed
In all the many-colored robes of praise,
Be deafer than the adder to the cry
Of that same foundling truth, until it grows
To seemly favor, and at length has won
The smiles of hard-mouthed men and light-lipped dames j
Then snatch it from its meagre nurse's breast,
Fold it hi silk and give it food from gold ;
So shalt thou share its glory when at last
It drops its mortal vesture, and revealed
In all the splendor of its heavenly form,
Spreads on the startled air its mighty wings \

Alas ! how much that seemed immortal truth
That heroes fought for, martyrs died to save,